

















"a, 
LoS 


ys 


<iyr 
eo 


sy 


PBF WIE 


A 


a 
5] 


a a, 
“wo 


iP 


FBUEDUEIEDIED 


ve 
P} 


= ty 


AY, 
O« 


ey 


a 
v 


14 


Das (ea Ys 


a 


A 
ous 


y 


WIEDLEBUEWDUEDUED? 


iC 


“ 
* 


EDGED He 


a 
+. 


ES ESED 


PIES 





I. 
* Tiwk rolls his ceaseless course ! another year 

Has prass’d away ;—and, ¢: the custom is, 
Before our friends and patrons we appear, 

To tell our ** TRIALS” and ** experiences.” 

To our sad tale, you all will, we opine, 
Like Desdemona, * seriously incline.” 
I. 
Well, then,—“ my friends !—a-hem’’—we now begin 

To tell you all the wondrous things we know ; 
Always endeavouring to keep within 

The bounds of pessibility. We go 
Not from our native land, to foreign climes, 

In search of wenders to * fill up our rhymes ;”° 
We can find marvellous tales enough to tell, 

Without our journeving to the northern pole ; 
If Captain Symmes cannot, *tis very well ; 

He may, and welcome, creep into the ** hole.” 
But we from our own birth place shall not roam,— 
All our remarks are bounded by our home. 

Oh! it is strange, indeed !—“‘ °tis passing strange,” 

That every thing we know, or hear, or see, 
Appears to be forever on the CHANGE 

From what it is, to something it should be : 
Nothing is settled, nothing is at rest, 

But all is changeful as the awe breast! 


The year has seen a mighty change take place 

In this metropolis of some renown ,; 

Somc honourable men did set their face 

Against residing in a simple town : 

And, in good truth, it were a monstrous pity, 

That such great men should not live in a city. 
Vi. 

To make our town a city, they had tried 

With all their might, for five and thirty years, 
And all were silenced, if not satisfied, 

With speeches that were cramm’d inte their ears, 
And Boston was a city from that day ;— 

Thus new things come to pass and old are done away. 
Vil. 
And e’en the “‘ Reverend James” experienced, too, 

A ** powerful change,” this changing year : and, lo! 
His sheep were scattered, and the constant few 

Had backs, alas ! on which no wool did grow. 
With a small flock, and not a single fleece, 

He turn’d, and left his former fold in peace. 
Charles River, too, is ** chang’d :*’ (how bright before 

*T was dam-n-ed /) by the ** mill corporation” curst ; 
Now it will heave its broad blue breast no more,— 

Its sunny waves have turn’d to heaps of dust : 
Which dust, swept from its bed by the rough breeze, 
Creeps in folks’ noses, and they groan and sneeze. 

1X 


Oh! what a glonous nderiaking “ats ¢ 
Surely it never can be prais’d enough : 
How liberal, how disinterested “tis, : 
To find the South-End, Gratis, all their snuff! 
Truly the town this * C orporation”’ owes 
A world of thanks, for —_ every nose! 


Our next change was—the prison limits were 
Extended o’er the city ;—‘hough, *twas known, 
Toe honour Boston,—which is quite unfair,— 
With all the rogues’ ‘* choice company,” alone. 
Loud hallelujahs will be sung by ed:fors, 
If the next change should os a law to aid poor creditors. 
Our French Monsieur has also chang’d his song ! 
And now his “* feeble voice” is rais’d, to tell 
Whether the ** public pulse” is weak or strong ; 
Instead of ** how raisins and spices sell.” 
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‘The gallant plume, that shades his * lotty brow,” 


Aad poor old Savantum’s fallen in disgrace ! 


-- XVi 









Which course “ will most promote the public good” 
We cannot say—* we would not if we could !” 


And now a self-styled “* GENTLEMAN” was seen 
With a ** PORTFOLIO,” named Mr. Stone 
Who wish’d to fill the frog-pond up—and e’en 
He could not let the Common’s hills alone ! 
That pond will ne’er be chang’d while Boston owns 
The land—unless it is ** fill’'d up” with StonEs ! 
XU. 
“‘ If you have tears prepare to shed them now !” 
A grievous change has been the warrior’s share $ 


? "as snatch’d, and a base pompon planted there ! 

** Our tears will not permit us to proceed ” 

We do but weepy—mayhap some yet will BLEED! 

The gormandizers, too, have chane’d the place 
Where they of old were wont their guts to cram ; 


For they no more will eat the crab and clam 
But waddle off to Brighton, where, in brief, ; 
They stuff themselves with roast-pig and bull-beef. 
XV. 
Fricuton, where all are equal, happy place! 
Where bulls and asses, honourable men 
#nd pigs, and ** learned goats” with beards and noi— 
Professors—all are stowed into one pen ;— 
here giuttons hie to eat, and priests to fight— 
\.adies to gaze, and cattle to celight ! 


iVhere may be seen men oj prodigious;maw, 

W ith watering lips, viewing a grunting boar ; 
As if desirous to devour him raw, 

With wistful look RE-riew him o*er and o’er—- 
‘hou ne’er wilt change, resort of calves and hogs, 
Ol sheep and monkeys, sows and rams and dogs ! 

Vil. 
** 1 tell you what, my friends,” it will not do 

For us to pass by ** number eighty-five !” 
Perhaps some mischief °s brewing there ; and you 

Kuow well a Brewer's yeast is ** all alive.” 

We sha’n’t ** forget the number,” although we 
Now travel by * with great rapidity.” 

XVIII. 
A“ modest stranger” has been brought, by us, 

To the ** true light: a real CHANGE, which can 
Be truly call’d, by all, ** miraculous,” 

We have effected in the reverend man. 

Albeit loth of former sins to speak,— 

** Tears of contrition” roli’d adown his cheek 
XIX, 

When he was call’d to testify. Such scenes 

Are not uncommon in these trying days ; 

Thus ** even we” have been “ the blessed means 

Of showing one the error of his ways.” 

A greater change than this was never made ! 
Which we effected with but little aid. 
AX. 


We too have been some “ troubled in our mind,” 
The cause of which you all can well discern ; 
Though, doubtless, it will shock you much, to find 
That we should be ** under such deep concern :” 
But as we ’ve made ‘* confession,” *twill be strange 
If we don’t soon ** EXPERIENCE SoME CHANGE !” 
XXI. 
It jingles ! oh! what music is so sweet 
As this ? None! none toa ** poor DEVIL’s” ear ;-- 
How many times we *ve trudged through the wet street, 
That we, at last, this ** thrilling sound” might hear ! 
THanks! thanks ! and, now, kind friends, we disappear ; 
Wishing the new may prove a HAPPY YEAR. 


JancaRry 1, 1823. 


